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THE CURIOUS EYES 

BY ISOBEL HUME 

I had a dream that held me fast, 

Informed my hand and fired my brain, 
So from a ten-day's toil at last 

Was beauty born without a stain. 
More softly than a rose is blown 
She flowered to my sense alone. 

Then all the curious came to see 
My beauty born mysteriously. 

They peered with old and evil eyes, 

They pointed fingers crooked to grab, 
And leered, and nudged, and satyr-wise 

They termed her like a naked drab; 
Till beauty sickened in her place 
With stricken eyes, and ashen face. 
But when we were alone at last 
I comforted her, all aghast. 

She quickened in our solitude 

With rose that pearly tints outstrove, 
And offered all in her sweet mood 
As a maid gives herself for love: 
Yet giving all she kept her state 
A virgin and immaculate. 

And so we two were one again 
And she my beauty without stain. 



